on her head for twenty minutes every day to let the
blood run into her brain."

"There's something in that/' the Empress said. "A lot
too many women keep their genius in their legs. It's best
to let some of it into the head."

As this seemed to sum up and end the topic of legs,
whose main purpose must ever be to support the head,
the Emperor started something fresh. He turned to
Theodora and asked:

"Are you a countrywoman, hey?"

"No," she said, "I was born in The City here."

She had been born within a quarter of a mile of that
dinner-table, but she was not going to allude to that.

"I don't mean that," Justo said. UI mean, do you come
from the good old Sardican landscape?"

"The Emperor means, do you come from Dacia,"
Macedonia said.

"No," Theodora said, "no, Excellency; 'but my great
ability might warrant the supposition'."

The Emperor banged the table. "Hear that, Pheemy?"
he called. "Hear what this little woman says? She says
she isn't a Dacian, but her great ability might lead one to
think she was. She's got some sense, Pheemy. The boy
said she had. I must remember that. I must tell that to
the Patriarch. 'No, I'm not a Dacian, but my .. .' what
was it now . . . 'great ability might lead you to think I
am one.' I like you for saying that. Pheemy always used
to say things like that. Well, you're as like a dark Dacian
as can be; that's the next best thing to being one. This
Macedonia here; she's the flower of the land; I never
saw anyone dance those Dacian dances like her, since
the day I left my village and came to be a soldier. Ah,
well. I could dance, too, in my young days. *If you
can't dance, you can't do/ we always said. It's true, too,
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